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ELMJKE. That is because you have no love for
earthly things.
TARTUFFE. My breast does not contain a heart
of flint.
ELMIHE. I believe that all your sighs tend
toward Heaven, and that nothing here below
rouses your desires.
TARTCFFE. The love which attaches us to eter-
nal beauties does not stifle in us the love of
earthly things; our senses may easily be charmed
by the perfect worb which Heaven has created,
Its reflected loveliness shines forth in such as
you; but in you alone it displays its choicest
wonders. -It has diffused on your face such a
beauty, that it dazzles the eyes and transports
the heart; nor could I behold you, perfect crea-
ture, without admiring in you nature's author,
and feeling my heart smitten with an ardent love
for the most beautiful of portraits, wherein
he has reproduced himself. At first I feared that
this secret ardour might be nothing but a cun-
ning snare of the foul fiend; and my heart even
resolved to fly your presence, thinking that you
might be an obstacle to my salvation. But at
last I found, 0 most lovely beauty, that my
passion could not be blameable; that I could
reconcile it with modesty; and this made me
fitcly indulge it. It is, I confess, a great prestnnp-
tioQ m me to dare to offer you this heart; but,
I expect, in my affections, everything from your